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The man draws a sharp breath as the blade plunges into his stomach.
contortion of his guts… the blade twists. And twists.

As I Lay Dying
It’s like there was a fellow in every man that’s done a-past the sanity or the
insanity, that watches the sane and the insane doings of that man with the same
horror and the same astonishment. –Cash

The smile haunts me. The welcoming part of the lips and glint of the teeth
only drive me deeper into the recesses of space. But I cannot escape

“My favorite part,” he paused, scratched his mustache and grinned, revealing
his yellow and rotten teeth.“Is when you see the fear of death leave their eyes. It’s
the instant they realize time’s up and there’s nothing they can do.”

“Be Yourself!” the poster with the adorable kitten tells me. I wish I had
another choice.

Gazing into the mirror I run my hand through my hair. A massive clump
and contusions grow from my skin. Abscesses pop in a bloody spectacle. My skin
peels, revealing bone. My very body tries to escape my putrid existence. I can’t pull
my eyes from the mirror.

I am four years old and cowering under a table, hugging its leg for dear life.
Tears stream down my cheeks. My breaths are rapid and uncontrollable. Besides
watches.

neck. The sweet, metallic taste of blood seeps across my tongue. I violently jerk my
head back bringing with me a chunk of skin and muscle.

The spotlight glares down, trapping me in place. Hundreds of eyes bore into
my body.
“‘I’m sure you’ll do great sweetie,” Mom’s empty encouragement rings in my

The Stranger

I had only a little time left and I didn't want to waste it on God.

“If the doctor thinks it best then it’s probably what you should do,” Mom
tells me. “‘But they make me feel so… empty,” I reply. ‘“That’s better than being
sad all the time, isn’t it buddy?” Dad says without looking up from his newspaper.

glance away from my now deformed hand. I grab a towel and shove it in my mouth.

when I begin slicing. Frightened students clamber for the exits.‘“How important is

He rams the lit cigarette into her ear.

The blade slips. My palm is gushing blood. It drips onto the carrots and
broccoli in a sticky puddle. ‘“Told you he is too young to handle cutting,” Dad
sighs. Mom looks disappointed.

Everybody looks the same. And talks the same. And is the same.

“
sneer. He takes a long draw on his cigarette. ‘“Trust me—anyone and everyone
will screw you over at a moment’s notice, as long as there’s something in it for them.
People are ruthless, Gilbert. You have to stoop to their level.”
Catcher in the Rye

When you're not looking, somebody'll sneak up and write ‘Fuck you’ right
under your nose.

Flames dance about the house. The plume of black smoke rises to block
the moon. I contemplate the book of matches in my hand. My leg twitches

prefer to freeze to death. I imagine the comfortable numbness overtaking me. The
shrill, piercing cries emanate from the decaying building.

face lowers into the darkness. Suffocation grips my lungs as I gasp frantically for
air.

I sink the blade just above the knee. I pull it up the length of his thigh
towards his pelvis. He shakes violently. He cries. He moans. He begs. Like it
will make me stop. He doesn’t realize he is telling me exactly what I want to hear.

Strangers in all directions. I frantically look around, but the crowd surges and
pulsates, blocking every route. Sweat drips down my face, and I feel like my heart
is trying to rip out of my chest. Everyone is talking at once creating a deafening
roar. Each voice swirls into the din making it impossible to make out what anyone
is saying. I lunge for an unsuspecting man and clamber onto his shoulders. All I
can see is a never-ending mob… people stretching out to the horizon.

The man with yellow teeth puts his arm around my shoulder. His breath
simple principle: self-preservation through elimination of competitors. They’ll drive
you crazy if you let them, I promise you that.” I nod in agreement.

Do you know what it is like to hate? I mean, to feel real hatred? When it is
When the hate is so fundamentally linked to your being it’s like you cannot be
separated from it? It drives out every other emotion, so all that is left is the raw
aching of animosity.
I use the knife to make a long, horizontal slit across his stomach. I reach my
hand into the open gash and pull out his entrails so the dirty hypocrite can see what
he truly looks like before he dies. The phony fuck whimpers, and I smile as wide
as his gaping stomach.

The hot, viscous sludge leaks out of my ear and drips onto my shirt, staining
the pure white with a black mark. I tentatively reach up to my ear and feel where it
is coming out. It also stains my skin with midnight black blotches. Its rancid smell
invades my nostrils. The stain spreads across my skin. My nose begins oozing the
sludge as well. I collapse and curl into the fetal position. The blackness puddles on

The Heart of Darkness

We live as we dream—alone…

“Get it over with, kill him. I know you want to.”
“‘The silent treatment is a little childish, honey. I was only trying to help.
Why won’t you talk to me?”
“Answer your mother, this has gone on long enough,” Dad says trying to
sound stern.

‘“Do it,” he whispers into my ear.

“‘Imagine all the blood…”

Pools of red stain the virgin snow.

The man with yellow teeth is furious.

“‘Don’t give up you piece of shit. Worthless!”

“Cut the self-pity and take revenge.”

“Society caused this. Die a martyr!”

“Slice his throat!”

The man with yellow teeth shakes his head and walks away. I wave farewell.

Let’s go to a party.
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